TROUBLED  WATERS

morning. It was still quite dark but dawn was breaking. We had
arranged to start just after the dawn prayers, but as it seemed to me that
nobody as yet had said any prayers, I woke up 'Ali 'Abdulla and told him
I thought* they ought to be getting on with it. However, he thought that
if they said any prayers they would say them to themselves, and if they
said any at all on the tour this was certainly the way they did it for, except
on our last morning in Zinjibar when I saw the Sultan saying his prayers
on his bed, nobody seemed to bother about them. There is, of course, an
exemption in favour of travellers, but on a comfortable tour like ours
there was really no excuse.

Ahmed the slave was soon astir shaking sleepers and shouting "Arise,
the day, arise,*' and after a perfunctory toilet, we started off about a quarter
past five. We went on up the wadi until we came to a blank mountain wall
and turned off to the left. There was barely a trace of vegetation on the
sides of the hills though plenty in the wadi, and the mountains had the
appearance of having been poured out while molten and having set at
once in slabs, the strata being all inclined to the ground at an angle of
forty-five degrees.

We climbed for an hour or more up the narrow, rocky wadi until we
had reached its head, where we dismounted and climbed up over the pass
to drop into die Wadi Yeramis, which was almost a downwards repetition
of the way up. At about eight o'clock we entered the Wadi Yeramis,
with its running water and grass and cultivation on either side. Our party
led by "Uncle Muhammad*' was well ahead and we stopped to wait for
the Sultan so that we might make a State entry into Ar Rbdha. We sat
down and drank tea on the bank of die river while the camels munched
the bushes: When the Sultan joined us we went along the wadi until
we saw Ar Rodha perched on its hill with the Sultan's small dar towering
above everything else.

We climbed to the plateau and dismounted some distance from the
dar, drawing up in a long line, while our camels and horses formed a second
line behind us. Some fifty yards ahead, facing us, stood die hosts' side,
the Sultan of Yeramis and his son in the centre facing the F^dhli Sultan,
his relations and myself, who were in the centre of our side. The Yeramis
were beating drums and howling in wel^me, whereafter they slaughtered
a bullock, and began a somewhat barbaric edition of "Nuts and May,"
known as a Murkib. Two men stepped forward and side by side circled ,
about in front of the Yeramis team, and gradually, two by two, others
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